Repertory

becomes, now, in the certainty of my imagination, uncle or step-
father, sat beside little Benvenuto on a chair upon the stage, near
the piano, and was of course all smiles and bows, soliciting the
audience to send up their wishes. This moment in the programme
was equivalent to those words printed upon menus in the generous
Spanish inns, Hor's d'oeuvres, or melon, and then huevos a
digit, 'any kind of egg you like! It is your choice. You have only
to name itP The audience would be silent. He would try to cajole
them, in dumb show, and then by word. 'There is a gentleman
over there in the fifth row, with a lady dressed in deep black
sitting beside him. He is thinking of something. He has begun
to write it down. Thank you, thank you/ And a younger man,
sitting at the back, would send up his note, instead. It would be
read carefully and, nearly always, with a nod and smile. What
obsequious rapture, if a little girl, the age of Benvenuto, would
scribble something in her childish hand, just a bar or two of
something favourite. It would be received like the news of some
heavenly nuptials. And the little bridegroom, with no more ado,
would begin his variations.

If this could happen, they were certain of applause. But, some-
times, no one would send up a theme, and then the best course
was for the programme to go popular, and more popular. There
were Neapolitan songs; older songs, Tosti, or Arditi; there was
Puccini; there was light opera and musical comedy, headed by
Lehar, of whom a particular song could be heard, at that time,
all over Italy. Such music led on, from one thing to another, and
in the end there were always encores and particular requests.
You could never know. The public were so volatile. It could
happen that the worst opening, with absolute indifference towards
the sonata of Beethoven, could turn to a complete success. And
there had been an evening when they were chased from the stage
with hoots and catcalls, and the manager had been rude to them.
They had heard laughter, that morning, while they drove round
the town. In Syracuse, who could tell? To-morrow, and till
Wednesday, they gave their performance in Catania, a huge great
city, and birthplace of Bellini. There would be demands for
'Norma3, and for Turitanf. The audience might be more musical
than in Syracuse.

Whence had they come? Probably from Messina, and from
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